KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

That same afternoon she got an answer from young
Karl. It was an excited and overwrought epistle, wherein
he pleaded and reproached. This disturbed her again,
and she was no longer quite so sure that she would put an
end to the liaison, since the man's plain-spoken passion
flattered her vanity and she was fascinated by his ecstatic
despair. Brustmann besought her to grant him at least
one last interview so that he might learn wherein he had
been remiss, if he had unwittingly offended her. This
suggested a fresh amusement to Irene. She might keep
him dangling, uncertain as to her feelings, and thus
render herself more precious to him. With such a notion
in mind, she gave him an appointment at a tea-room
where, as a girl, she had once met a certain actor she had
had a fleeting pash for. How paltry that youthful en-
thusiasm appeared to her in retrospect, after she had been
married for several years and had acquired a lover in
addition to her legitimate spouse. "Strange," she mused,
"if romance is once more to enter my life.'5 Irene felt
almost happy, now that she had stumbled upon "that
creature," for it was ages since she had experienced any-
thing like so strong an emotion. Her all-too-placid
nerves were agreeably stimulated, and she felt decidedly
refreshed.

She was careful to put on a dark gown for the present
meeting, and a different hat, in order that, should oc-
casion demand, the "creature" might be puzzled as to
her identity. Further, Irene took up a veil wherein to
mask her features, but as she was about to arrange it a
momentary defiance led her to thrust it back into the
drawer. Why should she, a respectable and respected
woman, not venture forth openly into the streets? At
bottom she had nothing to fear.

And yet fear clutched at her heart as she stepped
forth from the safety of her home. She shivered, like a
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